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	Spartan II Mystery contest

**Spartan Town, UNSC **_**Infinity**_**, 1200 hours **

Palmer took a look around at all the Spartans on the_ Infinity_, and started to wonder what the original Spartans did in their spare time. Her Spartans usually bantered and joked with each other, the kind of stuff all soldiers did. But, come to think of it, she, in her ODST days, had never seen any Spartan deployed with them, relax at any time. The closest they did to relaxing was going and killing every punching bag or target they saw. She assumed they had pressure put on them by ONI. She decided to find out why they were so withdrawn. So she went to the man who helped her become a Spartan, Jun.

Jun was sitting in his office thinking about his fallen teammates, and about every fallen Spartan-II. There were about 4 of the IIs left, and one of them was MIA. Not dead, he reminded himself again, just MIA. When he was little he looked up to the Spartans. They were the reason he knew there was hope. The one he admired the most was the Master Chief. He had heard that 117 had the best luck. That assured him that the Chief was still out there, alive. He was roused by a knock at the door. "Come in," He called. Spartan Palmer walked in. "What is it, Spartan Palmer?" He asked. Palmer thought for a minute before responding. "Sir, I was wondering what you know about the Spartan-IIs and their history?" Jun frowned. No one had ever asked him about this. He had to be cautious here. "What made you bring this topic up, Spartan Palmer?" The man inquired. "Well I was in Spartan Town, and started thinking about my ODST days. I realized that I've never actually seen a Spartan-II relax at all. The IVs do relax and joke around, but not the IIs. Perhaps you can shed some light on that, Sir?" Palmer asked. Jun freezes. He replies. "I'm sorry Spartan. You are out of luck. Those files are classified. You will be better off not knowing anymore about the IIs or the IIIs than you do know."

As Palmer left Jun's office, she came to realize that he had said something about the IIIs. Could the IIs and IIIs be linked in some way other than both being Spartans. Were they different from the IVs?

**OK. AN This is a contest. Write the ending to this story and PM it to me. Rules: you have to include Jun and Palmer in the context that I did. The story must include personnel from the Infinity. Exceptions to that are: John-117, Halsey and Lord Hood. The winner will have their entry added to the story. MUST TAKE PLACE ON INFINITY TO BEGIN WITH!**


End file.
